AFTER   EVEREST
us better luck with our assault on the mountain. It was a
grievous disappointment, and must have been worse for
them than for us. The number of attempts on Everest
was cut down by one, and it was just possible that Norton
and I would have the only chance given to the whole
Expedition of climbing to the summit.
The cold wind was not conducive to prolonged con-
versation, so we soon said a reluctant farewell to Mallory
and his party, set our teeth, and pushed on, feeling more
than ever that we must do our utmost to get to the top.
Higher up on the mountain we knew that the low pressure
would take all the stuffing out of us, and give us that
" don't care " feeling which, if we didn't look out, would
make us give in before we really needed to do so. Besides,
would our own porters go sick—or go on ? We found the
two tents all right, pitched close to the place where we
had put them in 1922, and, having with us an extra tent
and bedding, we settled down to as near an approach to a
comfortable evening as one can expect at 25,000 feet. We
kept four porters with us, and sent the remainder down
to the North Col—it is lucky that this snowy shoulder
is so easy a place that unsupervised porters can be sent
home without danger either to their bodies or to our peace
of mind. I can still remember the ghastly night we had
at 25,000 feet in 1922 ; but on this occasion, in spite of
our very inferior physical condition—we were not nearly
as fit as we had been at this camp two years ago—we had
a much better night, due, no doubt, to the more carefully-
levelled floor of the tent.
When we got up in the morning, Norton turned on
his eloquence for a good long time in attempts to rouse,
inspire, enthuse, and, generally speaking, persuade the
porters to get a move on. Meanwhile I collected snow
and got on with melting it and making some sort of break-
fast. At 9 a.m.—four hours after we had got up—we were
ready to start. Our start even then was due entirely to
one man, Lhakpa Chedi, stoutest-hearted of our porters,
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